





58 The Tragedy of Othello. 

Oth, The handkerchicfe. 

Def. In (oothyoa arc too blame. 

Oth. Away. Exit. 

jE«. Is not this min jealous? 

Def I ntre fiiw this before! . 

Sure thcr’s ion: wonder in this hmdkerchiefc.. 

I a n mod vohappy in the lofle^f it. 

Enter Iagorfwetaulo. 

Em. Tis not a yeare or two (heures vs a man, 

They are all but ftooncks, and we all bur foodc ; * 

They eate vs hungerly.and when they are full. 

They belch vs ;looke you ,C*fst« and my husband. 

I.a, There is*no other way, tis (lie muft doe it. 

And loe the happi'’.e(Ie,goe,and importune her. 

Def. How n >w good Cafiio woars the newes With you? 

Cu 'f. Kladam my former fuite : I doe b fecch you. 

That by your vertuous mcams I may againe 
Exiftyrnd be a member of his lone, 

Whom I .with all the office of my heart, 

Intirely honour, I w^uld not be delayed; 

If my t-ff na be of fueh mm tall kind. 

That not my feru/c pali,no T pr<.fin forrowes, 

Nor nuvpo.-.’d iiierrit in fuuirity, 

Can ranlome me into his loue againe, 

Eut to know lb, mull be my benefit. 

So (lull I c'oath me in a forc’d coin. nr. 

And (hut my felte vp in home other com fe. 

To fortunes 3lmc?« 

Df. Alas thrice gentle. Cafiio, 

Mv aduocacion is not now-in tune ; • 

Mv Lord is not my Lord, nor fli utd I know hi®, 

Were he inUuour,a$ in humor altreds 
Sohelpe me.euery fpiritfanbtified. 

As I haueCpokep.for you al1 tv, y bc “> , r 
And flood within the blanke d his ffifpleafure 
For my free fpeech : you muft a while be patient, 

What i can doe I willed more I will 
Then for my telfe I da« e,t« that fuffice you. 




the TMoore of V en ice. 

fa. Is my Lord angry? 

* Em. He w nt hence but now. 

And cerrainely in ftrangc vnq fletr.effe. 

hg\ Can he be angry? 1 hage fe<Ae the Cannot*. 

When it ha (h blowne nis rankes into the ayre ; 

And (like the deuilS) from his verv arnv, 

Puft his ownc brother>and cm he be angry ? 

Something of moment then: I will goe meerhim. 

There’s matter in’c indeed, if he be angry. 

Def 1 prethee doe fo s fpmething fire of State, 

Eitn r from Venice ,or fome v .hatcht pra&ice, 

Made demonftrable here in Ctprcs to him. 

Hath pud’ed his cleere fpiric.and in fitch cafes. 

Mens natures wrangle with inferiour things, 

Tho great ones are the obk <ft, 

Tis cuen fo ; for let our finger ake. 

And it endues our other healthful! members, 

Euen to that fenfe of paine 5 hay>we muft thinlfe. 

Men are not gods. 

Nor of them iooke for fuch obferuances 
As fits the Bridall : befhrewme much Emitti*, 

I was (vnhandfomc warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindnefle with n y foule; 

Bur now I fin lj had fubbornd the witnefle, 

And he’i indired fa ’fly. 

£m. Pray heauen it be ^tate matters as you thinks 
And no conception, nor no lealous toy 
Concerning ) cu. 

Def Alas the day,! neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But jealous fonles will not be anfwercd fo. 

They are not euer iealou for rhe caufe, 

But iealous for they are iealous : tis a monfter. 

Begot vpon ir felre, borne on it fdfe. 

E>ef Heauen keepe that monfter from Othello's mind, 

Em. Lady, Amen. 

E>f I will goe feeke Wm y Cafsio walke hereabout. 

If I doe finde him fictile moue your fuite, Exeunt Defd, 

And feeke to effed it to my vttermoft. «nd Emilliat 
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